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How you lie fast in prison ?    I did know
A woman's tongue keen as her faith was light,
But faith so like the wind spake never yet
With tongue so like a sword's point

Queen.                                              No, my lord ?

'Tis well that I should hear so first of you
Who best may know the truth of your worst word.

BothwdL   Is it no truth that men so speak, and you,
By speech or silence or by change of face,
By piteous eyes or angry, give them cause
To babble of your bonds ?   What grace you show
Toward others is as doubt and hate of me
In these our enemies' sight, who see it and swear
You are kept in ward here of my will, and made,
Out of no trust or love but force and fear,
Thrall to my hand.    Why, being but two days wed?
Must there be cause between us of dispute
For such a thing as this man, in whose name
I am crossed and slighted of your wanton will ?

Quern.   If he be worth no more than you conceive,
What grace I do him can hurt you ?

BothwdL                                      I conceive!

Why, what worth is he with you, that I should
Conceive the least thought of him ?   Were I hurt,
Assure yourself it would be to his death ;
Lay that much to your heart.

Queen.                                  My heart is killed.

I have not where to lay it

BothwdL                         Pray you, no tears;

I have seen you weep when dead men were alive
That for your eye-drops wept their hearts' blood out;